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L MEAGRE, you Thin-gutted 
— Whelp, What a Pox is 
The meaning you have not repleniſh'd the 
Boxes? „ 
Go fill em, make haſte, but be ſure you 
| take care OY” 
To put in moſt Saw-duſt, for Aſhes are dear; 
The Soap-Boylers want them ſo much in the City, 
| To uſe the good Ware to the Dead is a pity. 
| Step you, Peter Ghaſtly, with all Expedition, 
f Deliver this Letter with humble Submifftlon 
| To Monſieur de Rzggle, in order to borrow 
| A Ser of his Lord's Flanders Horſes to Morrow : 
| I think to oblige he cannot well fail, 
— The Preſent I've offer'd muſt ſurely prevail; 
| For Gold there's but few rightly know how to uſe it, 
| Mankind being addicted too much to abuſe it; 
Yet ſure there's no French of the Horſe of this Nation 
Fre ſhut up his Fiſt againſt ſuch a Temptation: 
No, no, I don't queſtion a Set of his Greys, 
Which won't only add to my Profit and Praiſe,” 
But highly redound to the Dead Eſquire's Honour 
To have his Hearſe drawn in fo Noble a manner. 
Come, come, are the Boxes fill'd up as I bid you? 
And all things in Order, or elſe woe betide you; 
Inform me, | pray, how and after what faſhion 
You mixt up the Drugs for the Corp's Preſervation? 
Old Meagre, whoſe Phiz was at all times in Mourning, 
Gap'd wide as Meduſa, this Anſwer returning: 
One Buſhel I put in of Powder of Poſt, 
And left out Wood Aſhes becauſe of their Coſt ; 
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4 Funeral Diſcipline. 
Supplying their place from the Range in the Kitchen, 
Wich Sea-Coal calcin'd which I had for my fetching ; 
Which Aſhes I'm ſure are equally good, 
And as drying as thoſe that are burnt out of Wood ; 
Will ſuck up Purgation, or any moift Matter, 
And prove a moſt excellent Corps Preſervator ; 
Befides they're both lighter of Carriage and Coſt, 
And according to Scripture, are Duſt unto Duſt. 

With that Mr. Strip-Corps, the Great Undertaker, 
Was pleas'd that his Man prov'd ſo Arch a Wiſe-acre ; 
And finding he had ſuch a Diſcovery made, | 
So Uſeful and Gainful i'th* Funeral Trade, 
Saith he, Honeſt Meagre, from after this Day 
I'll better thy Station, and add to thy Pay; 
No more ſhalt thou carry a Funeral Torch, 
And trudge thro' the Dirt by the fide of a Coach, 
But Ride and look Sad, as I'll give you Direction, 
Wrapt up in a Cloak of a Sable Complection; 
With Cape hanging down to the Small of the Back, 
Thus mount as a Mourner upon a White Hack : 
And, Sir, let me tell you, a Man in this Station 
Has the Honour ſometimes to be thought a Relation. 
hut pr'ythee make haſte and be nimble to Day, 
And to Morrow I'll promiſe to do as! ſay, 

That's enter thee down as a Sorrowful Brother, 
And teach thee to Mourn, tho' before any other, 
As if twas the Corps of thy Father or Mother. 

| thank you, good Maſter, ſays Paul, I'll be ſworn 
To be Merry to day, ſince to morrow I Mourn. 

But firſt, honeſt Paul, ſays the Dead Preſervator, 
Confider in hand we've a different Matter; 
Pray faſten the Boxes, and let us repair 
To the Corps that we dreſt up in Bloomsbury Square ; 
This Day by his Heir I had Orders to come 
And Nail-him up faſt in his laſt little Home: 
Be therefore as ſpeedy as ever you can, 
Let Feeble aſſiſt you, or ſome other Man; 
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To bring the Plank-Powder and Newcaſtle Spice, + 
And wait till I come, I'll be there in a trice: 
I only ſhall juſt take a ſtep to a-Neighbour _ 
Whoſe Wite, I'm inform'd, is in very hard Labour ; 
Enquire how ſhe does, with a ſorrowful Face, 
And with the Young Bantling well out of its Caſe: 
Who knows but my Politick Compliment may, , 
If ſhe chance to pack off, be a Corps in my way: 
For he that would Poſt-haſte to Riches be running, 
To One Grain of Juſtice muſt uſe Two of Cunning. 
When Str:p-Corps and Meagre his Man had agreed, 
If both were alive, to meet over the Dead, 
The Maſter ſtept out, like an 1ll-natur'd Ruffin, 
In Hopes the good Woman had wanted a Coffin: 
But finding. the Dame's Sweating Service was over, 
The Child very well, and ſhe like to recover; 
To ſhew his good Friend he knew how to be civil, 
He cry'd he was glad, but he ly'd like the Devil. 
When thus diſappointed, to Meagre he trotted 
To Nail up the Corps, as before was alotted : | 
But coming to the Door of the Family found, 
As a Token of Sickneſs, the Knocker was bound 8 
With a Glove or old Stocking, to leſſen the Sound. 
This put him, alas, in a ſad Conſternation, my 
For fear the Dead Corps was reſtor'd to the Station 8 
Twas in before Death gave to Life a Ceſſation: 
Well knowing 'twas uſual to ſtrip the Pulſator 
As ſoon as Old IJime put a Period to Nature: 
But this formal Cuſtom, for want of Obſervance, _ 
When the Maſter was dead was forgot by the Servants. 
He thumpt with the Knocker, which ſounded as dull 
As a Dub on the Head of a Cask that is full; 
But Paul, to keep Guard o're his Rich Compoſition, 
Being waiting 1th' Hall, gave his Maſter Admiſſion ; 
Who entring the Houſe, betwixt Hope and Deſpair, 
To ask how things ſtood could no longer forbear, 
But whiſper'd theſe Words, being Doubtful and Eager, 
The Gentleman's Dead, 1 hope, honeſt Meagre. 
Pp EEE i; . 
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Dead! yes; quoth old re, a Rope ſtop his Breath, 
D'ye think he play'd and outwitted Death ? 


I'm ſure when we put his laſt Robes on his Back 

He was cold as a Stone and as ſtiff as a Stake: 

Dead ! Wounds you may venture a Million of Pounds 

That he'ne're riſes more till the laſt Trumpet ſounds. 

Say you ſo, Man, ſays Strzp-Corps, a very good hearing; 

Come, come, let us houſe him, in order for burying : 

Up, up, with theſe Boxes of Spices and Gums, 

Here's that will preſerve till Eternity comes. 

Ay marry, ſays Paul, I'll engage we'll ſecure him 

That Worms muſt be Devils if e're they devour him: 

A Thouſand Years hence, I'll be bound to maintain it, 

He'll be the ſame thing that he is at this Minute. 
This faid, they were uſher'd up two Story higher, 

Where the Corps lay adorn'd in its Woollen Attire; 

His final Apartment ſtood cloſe by his Bed, 

Sent in quickly after his Death, ready made, 4 

Leaſt ſome Underminer of the Burying Profeſſion 


Shou'd hedge himſelf in by ſome falſe Infinuation, 
And Knaviſhly get the Corps into Poſſeſſion. 
When up they had carry'd their Dunghilly Gleaning, 
Much fitter to bury a Meaſly Swine in, 
That Filth from a Wood-Yard, and burnt Sea-Coal 
Reliques, | | 
Inſtead of rich Gums from Arabia Felix, 
They order'd the Servants the Room to depart, 
Under ſpecious Pretence of concealing their Art. 
The ſervile Retinue lamenting their Mafter, 
And mourning his Death, their unhappy Diſafter, 
Seem'd very unwilling to part with the Room 
Till the Corps was poſſeſs d of its laſt Wooden Home: 
Which put Mr. Strip in a wonderful Paſſion, 
And thugs he burſt out into great Indignation : 
As true, honeſt Friends, as I ftand here before ye, 
J ſcorn to delude ye by telling a Story; 
Pray therefore beheve what I ſay to be Truth, 
For a Lye, 1thank God, ne're came out of my _ 
| | he 


Funeral Difcapline. 7 

The Secret I uſe, which is now in the Room, 

In Preſerving the Dead till the great Day of Doom, 
Was found out at firſt by an Zgyptian Phyſician, 

A Man of great Learning, huge Skill and Diſcretion, 

And coſt me a Thouſand good Pounds e' re I got it, 
Beſides the long Journey I took to come at it; 

And therefore d'ye think it's a reaſonable part 
For you to ſtand by and diſcover my Art? 
Then Paul, to confirm what his Maſter had ſaid, 
Cry'd, true as I live, and the Maſter is dead; 
The Money I ſaw, without Story or Fable, 
Paid down on a Tomb-Stone inſtead of a Table. 
The filly poor Servants, believing it true, 
Took leave of their Maſter's Remains, and withdrew. 

Which no ſooner was done but the Door was made faſt, 
And to work they both went with all poſſible haſte. 
Pa, open the Gums and the Spices, be ſpeedy ; 
While I ſtrip the Corps, make you ev'ry thing ready. 
Cot's ſo, here's a Ring! What a Folly it is 
That a Man ſhoud requeſt to be buried with this! 

It's a large one, with which I ſuppoſe he was marry d 
Say, Paul, ist not pity good Gold ſhou'd be bury'd? 
Ay Faith, Maſter, is it; tis not a good Deed of 
The Dead to hoard up what the Living have need of. 
Says Strep, I was thinking I muſt have made bold 
With the Finger aud all to have come at the Gold ; 
But, thank'd be my Stars, it's come off at laſt, 
Notwithftanding it ftuck ſo confoundedly faft. 
Come, Paul, lends a Hand, I've finiſh'd my Work; 
Lift haſtily, Boy, toſs him in with a Jerk. 

So, there may |t thou reſt, I pray Heaven may ſave you, 
For the Weight of thy Sins make thee damnable heavy. 
Man naked came into the World, and no doubt ont, 
But as he came into't he ought to go out ont. 
Come pour in the Compound, while 1 ſcent the Chamber 
By ſprinkling ſome Drops of my Spirit of Amber ; 
Thas thoſe who come afterwards into the Room 
May be cheated to think (when they ſmell a Kenny 
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We have us'd Gums and Spices both rich and uncommon, 
Brought o're from Medina, Sohama and Oman. 

Well, Maſter, quoth Paul, now I've bury'd him ſafe 
In his Dunghill of Rubbiſh, I cannot but laugh, 

To think he ſhou'd riſe at the great Reſurrection 
A Pumkin, inſtead of a Soul in Perfection. 

O ſie, fie, ſays Strip, it Irreverence ſhows 
Thus to jeſt o're the Corps that lies under your Noſe. 
Here, take up the Shroud, and for ſhame leave off Laugh- 
Put all in the Boxes, while | nail up the Coffin. (ing; 

Paul ſhaking his Head, took the Shroud in his Rang, 
Ay, Maſter, fays he, this has been a good Friend; 

For that Lump of Clay, if I do not miftake, , 
Is the Twenty-ninth Corps that has had it on's Back: 
And yet it looks new and as freſh ſtill as any, | 
And may with good Uſage ſerve three times as many. 

Away, quoth the Maſter, and leave off your Prattle ; 
Go home with the Box, bring the reſt of the Tackle, 
The beſt Velvet Paul, and bid Timothy Feeble 
Come home with th' Eſcutcheons as faſt as he's able. 

Away went old Paul to purſue his Commithon, 
Performing his Errand with great Expedition : 
And when he returr'd with the things as commanded, 
Down into the Parlour the Coffin was handed; 

Where over the Mortal the. Velvet was ſpread, 

And the Pomp of the Living was pinn'd to the Dead. 
Then both away trotted, to buy and to borrow _ 
Tits, Torches and Cloaks for the Funeral to Morrow. 


Anni nne ee ee enen 
ANT O 1E 


N EXT Day when the Hour appointed drew on 
That the great Solemn Vanity was to be ſhewn, 
Which according to Uſe, was delay'd till *rwas Night, 
That the Tapers might ſhine more diſcerrably bright; 
The Hearſe with Six Flanders was drawn to the Door, 
Every Horſe a high Feather or Copple Crown wore, 
- And 
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And the Black Carravan ſo beſtuck with fine Things, 
As Family Eſcutcheons and Oſtridges Wings, 
That ſome by their Plumes might think 'em prepar'd 
For a Journey to Heaven, and not a Church- Yard : 
Like '[ow's empty Veſſel, it rumbled along, | 
Making full as much Noiſe, tho it Smell'd not ſo ſtrong. 
When the Mourners were come, about Ten or a Dozen, 
Who by their ſtrange Ghaſtly Appearance were choſen 
All looking with Aſpects as frightful, God bleſs em, 
As the Mummies of Egypt in the College of Greſham ; 
As if they abſtain'd from all Meats that are good, 
To appear like ſuch Ghoſts that can live without Food; 
All mounted on Steeds kept in very low Caſe, 
That they might not crawl out of the Funeral Pace; 
But ſometimes creep forward, and now and then halt, 
Like a Snail up the fide of a Cellar or Vault. 

When theſe and the reſt of the Black Cavalcade 
Were met near the Door, at the Place of Parade, 

With an Hundred old Cripples, in Mourning by halves, 
In their Ruſſet old Gowns and their Jet-colour'd Stav 
From Hoſpital, Alms-houſe and Alleys colle&ed, 

Some Lowſy, and ſome with Scrubbado infected; 
Theſe Vermin in Sholes with their Torches came trudging 
To light the blind Corps to its very dark Lodging. 
When thus rendezvous'd in a Body they waited 

Till the Qualities Coaches were all congregated 3 

Then Strip, their Conductor, came up in a hurry, 

To manage the Pomp to his Honour and Glory ; 

And loud as a Boatſwain his Voice he ſtrain d, 

And thus he began with the Word of Command : 

Here, Gbaſtiy, detain half a Dozen of the Goum- men, 
Nr" Men and Cripples, but Young Men and Sound 
EE ens. i: | 

And fetch down the Corps, heave him into the Hearſe, 
Whilſt I through the Train further Order diſperſe. 

You, Gentlemen Mourners, fall into your Ranks ; 

Pray govern your Reins, that your Horſes play no Pranks; 
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Draw up Two and Two, advance forwards by Pairs, 
Like Aldermen riding to Black-Fryers-Stazrs : N 
Take care that your Cloaks may all decently cover 
The Buttocks and Flanks of your Horſes all over; 
But yet be ſo prudent to punctually mind _ 
That the Tail ſhall peep out of the Slit that's behind. 
Be ſure that your Limbs do hang dangling down, 
Like a Rogue hung in Chains, or a Man in a Swoon; = 
Give ſometimes a Shrag, like a Member that's Lowſy, 
And nod with your Head, like a Sot that is drowſy ; 
Suck in your thin Jaws as if meagre with fretting, 
And Grieve, Sob, and Sigh like a Whore at a Meeting; 
And let your Deportment expreſs as much Sorraw 
As if you were ſure to be hang d all to morrow. _ 
Here (vou Sir) have you no more Wit or Diſcretion, 
Than Cock up your Hat, like a Coward in Commiſſion? 
Pluck't over your Eyes, you dull prodigal Noddy, 
And ſeem like a Saint that's about to defraud thee : 
You're 4 very fine Fellow to wait an a Hearſe, 
You mourn for a Dead Corpſe, you mourn for my Arſe; 
et me ſee you look as deplorably fad £4 
As a Witch that's Condemn'd, or a Scholar that's Mad; 
And lug down your Bonnet before, or indeed 
ll mount a new Mourner to Ride in your ſtead. 
Look yonder's a Dog too, a Rogue of fine Breeding, 
Sits Laughing on Horſe-back as it at a Wedding: 
You, Rag-manners, ſure you believe by my Soul 
You are playing Tom Fool in a Bartholomew Droll. 
You fimp'ring Ninny, if I was but near you, 
I'd teach your thin Jaws to be jocund and merry : 
You Dog, bite your Lips, look Diſtreſs't and Forlorn, 
I give you not Wages to Laugh, but to Mourn : 
You hard hearted Whelp, not a jot of good Nature, 
Or Pity to ſhew to a dead Fellow Creature? 
If cold Death and Burial won't make you ſedate, 
And ſtifle thoſe Whimſies yo've gat in your Pate, 
Pray think on your Sins and the great Conflagration, 
Or that Sodom's Judgments hang over the Nation; 
| Or 
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fancy the French, by the Jacobites Knavery, _ 
Are bringing us all into Popery and Slavery : 
Or any thing rather than Laugh, to diſgrace 

The Solemnity thus with a Harlequin's Face. 
Be Sober and Careful, or elſe I proteſt 5 
If you once look as if you but thought of a jeſt, 
FI! ſtrip your Cloak over your Ears in the Morning, 
And therefore look ſad, or take this for a warning, 
You again ſhall depend on the Poyſonous Bates, 
And live as before by deſtroying of Rats. 
You, Oliver Greedy, come hither I pray, | | 
I pry'thee what 1s't thou haſt been eating to day? 5 
I fear thou haſt been ſtuffing thy Carcaſs with Pudding, 
"That makes thee appear ſo improv'd on a ſudden ; 
Thou look'ſt ſo prepoſterouſly plump in the Cheek, 
As if thou waſt fed with Beef Three times a Week. 
At firſt you came to me ſo fair and ſo meagre, 
And mad'ſt ſuch a delicate Skeleton Figure, 
That all Men approv'd thee that e're ſee thee Ride, 
As the moſt compleat Mourner that ere I employ d: 
But now I can ſee by your Jaws, let me tell you, 
You have ſuch an extravagant Love for your Belly, 
That once in three Days thou art grown ſuch a Glutton, 
To at leaſt eat a Pound of good Beef or good Mutton : 
Indeed if you think to continue your Poſt, 
A Pint of Small Beer, Suffolk Cheeſe, and a Toaſt _ 
Four Days in a Week is a very good Dinner, 


You ought not to glut upon Food that is finer, 
But Pray and Faſt oft like a Penitent Sinner; 
Or elſe half your Wages at leaſt I muſt bate, 
To keep your damn'd Corps in a Mourning Eſtate : 
Pray therefore take care you recover next Week _ 
The Sorrowful Dents you have loſt in each Cheek 3 
Or elſe you may fall to the old ſtarving Sport, 
And Pimp at the bottom of Salzsbury-Court. 

Keep all your due Diſtance, and filently ſtand 

Till I come and give you ſome further Command. 


Come 
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Come hither you Scoundrels, you Pimping old Knayes, 
Make ready, advance with your Torches and Staves ; 
Light all your Wax Tapers, be nimble, make haſt, 
And be ſure you take care that they Burn not too faſt ; 
The Man that returns with the longeſt Remains 
Shall have ad. for his Care, beſides 1 2d. for his Pains : 
Give Ear, and take care that you mind your Inſtructions, 
And Poſt your ſelves all, as I give you Directions. 

Let one take a Stand, cloſe to each Mourner's Horſe, 
And look with abundandce of Care and Remorſe; 
That by the dim Tapers confounding the Sight, 

The Mourners may ſeem on their Steeds that are White, 
Like Devils all mounted on Angels of Light ; 
Let Three take their Poſt on each fide of the Hearſe, 
And look, if you can, as dreadful or worſe 
As a Craſy Old Bell-Man repeating his Verſe. 
Don't carry your Lights like a Moon-curſer, ſlouching, 
But hold em that People may gaze at th'Eſcutcheon ; 
And Cry out aloud, as they are gaping and ſtaring, 
To the Fame of us all, it's a very fine Burying. 
At the Head I wo J order, at each ſet of Horſes, 
Two more at their little Wheels, juſt at your Arſes ; 
And that they may ſee no Attendance I grudge. 
Let one crawl on each fide of every.Coach ; 
And appear all as Wretched; and full of Deſpair 
As if you were Slaves to the Prince of the Air; 
For nothing can prove a more ſuitable Grace 
To a Funeral Pomp, than a Sorrowful Face. ; 
Ihe Corps being put in the Dead-Monger's Waggon, 
And every one poſted in order to jogg on 
He moves to the Front of the Funeral Band, 
And gives his Black Guard the laſt word of Command, 
Be ſure you keep even your Ranks and your Files, 
To march a Snail's Pace to the Church of St. Giles. 

Thus on they all mov'd in their Solemn Decorum, 

The Rabble attending, behind and before em; 

Whilſt Syip to the Devil went Sweating awav, 

To Crown with a Flask the Fatigue of the Day. 
. 


